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team. We were a poor lot of players, but father's
stentorian voice on the touch-line many a time
urged us to victory in the teeth of defeat.

In those few really happy years his Sunday evenings
were spent at home. For many years he would
devote one, two, or even three hours on Sunday
evenings singing hymns and " sacred songs ", some-
times in company with one or two of the girls,
perhaps with one or other more or less self-conscious
boy, but always accompanied on the organ by mother.
Their favourites were taken not only from the Church
Hymnal but also from the Ethical Hymn Book.
Often this would take place after Church, or after a
public meeting. They were both sublimely happy and
would choose songs and hymns of hope and gladness.
I can recall the shame we elder children experienced
as, one by one, with the passing of the years we
dropped out of these Sunday evening gatherings. We
all had a complex about it. No doubt we were right
to drop out, but we felt bad about it. The long
warm summer evenings called us out; and so did
our friends who were not impressed by hymns.

In the end, only the two of them were left. But
they went on with their singing, wistfully perhaps,
father's voice still strong and virile but less sure, and
poor mother's legs growing more and more weary
with pumping the bellows of the organ. That
instrument was a comfort to mother, but I would
class it with mangles, hearthstone, and brickdust
for making life harder than it need be, and causing
varicose veins, strained hearts, and the like.